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The evening snow begins again

In these woods the winter winds
Howl throughout the hills

In the town below I see the lights

Of homes with fires burning bright
They shine on everyone

Who's waiting for Christmas to come

Somewhere off in foreign lands

Are battlefields of desperate men

Whose names we’ll never know

In forests black, and cold with fear

They long for one day of the year

When they, lay down their guns

And they’re waiting for Christmas to come

Ooh, we're waiting for a way that can lead out of the dark
Ooh, anticipating in a world that can turn and tear itself apart

After many miles I'm at your door

I hold you and I'm cold no more

Your arms are where I belong

We fought like fools there is no doubt

But if you and I can’t work things out
Then how can anyone

Now we’re waiting for Christmas to come
Waiting for Christmas to come
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